THE    MEMOIRS    OF
They came to a stretch of fertile lowland under tobacco,
on which the children were working with small hoes to keep
down the weeds between the rows. Both men took a hoe
and gave the children a spell, and after they had been work-
ing for a while one of the youngsters called to the settler that
there was a gentleman waiting at the fence. As they looked
up the man came towards them. He was dressed in a grey
shooting-coat, white trousers and a decent black hat. He
saluted them both courteously, and inquired whether one
Robert Marshall lived thereabouts.
*I am Robert Marshall/ said the settler.
'Oh, then,' said the stranger, *Mr. Hammell, of Camp-
belltown, told me you'd got some fat pigs to sell, and I am
buying pigs/
'Well,' answered Marshall, 'it's true I did think of sell-
ing some of them, but I've been thinking I'll maybe need
the meat for my own use. How many would you be want-
ing?'
41 want a score or two if I can get them,* replied the other,
rattling the loose coins in his trousers pockets.
Rashleigh had been eyeing the stranger with a feeling
that he had seen his face before, when his uncertainty dis-
appeared and he was on the point of bursting into a laugh,
but a glance from the stranger checked him, as Marshall
began to lead them towards the house. The settler called
his wife and went aside to confer with her privately about the
feasibility of the proposed sale, while Rashleigh whispered
in the stranger's ear:
'Aha, Miss Jane, you don't catch me twice,' he said with
a laugh. *I knew at once it was you/
She gave him a roguish smile: 'HushP she warned him,
'we're goin' to have some fun with Bob/
She turned to meet husband and wife as they came up, and
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